Cast No Shadow 


Author: Jae Nunyah 

Bands: Oasis 

Characters: Liam Gallagher, Noel Gallagher 
Relationships: N/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Fri Mar 29 2019 03:40:22 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


stole his pride 


Author's Notes: 
Payin my dues to Rockfic's Fraternity Of Brotherly Love.. 


"Here's a thought." Noel barges into Liam's room to behold his brother in bed. Almost asking after ailment 
(bitch BETTER not be too hungover to rehearse), he observes Liam suddenly sit up beneath blanket, expression 
of bliss becoming one of vexation tinged with guilt. So THAT's what's up.. 


"Get OUT!" Liam barks, removing hands from his erection and drawing up knees to hide it. Noel NEVER knocks, 
so trying to tell him he should've is pointless. 


"| think I'll get IN! Noel leers, ambling toward the bed. "Scoot over." 
"No." Liam balks with a glare, wrapping the covers tightly against threat of invasion. 


Noel drills derisively "You REALLY need to stop saying that to me." 


"Please, Noel." Liam harkens back to last lesson ".leave me alone." 


Noel gives him reproachful tutting noise and sternly pointing finger before declaring: "Too late NOW. Maybe if 
you'd said that FIRST” He pounces upon his supine sibling, pinning Liam to the mattress in a full-body tackle. 
"You always WERE a slow learner.” 


Liam thrashes under Noel's weight, slippage of bedclothes between them revealing enough exposed flesh for 
Noel to discern he's entirely nude. 


"Get offl" Liam's still stiff, and friction of fighting's fast finding Noel in similar straits. 
"You do THAT quickly." Noel taunts, earning Liam's furious rebuttal. 
"YOU came even faster than | did!" 


Noel now has both of Liam's wrists trapped under one forearm, and he slides his free hand beneath the sheet 
to grip a hip. "Which time?" he asks mockingly "When | was fucking you, or when you were begging me NOT 
to?" 


Liam squirms at overlapping memories of interludes at issue. He wants very much to claim he hadn't BEGGED, 


but can almost hear Noel's mean mimicry of "Please don't hurt me." and answers only "Both." 


Noel wants very much to claim Liam's wrong (and shitty at keeping time), but since he himself had been half- 
drunk on first occasion and half-mad with lust the second, he can't be sure. 


"We didn't have a stopwatch either time." Noel turns a wrist to show that.. "We do NOW. 


Liam hates working against a clock, and Noel knows it. "I'm not letting you TIME." he trails off, blushing, 
unwilling to articulate further than "this." 


Noel tugs away the blanket to follow the flush of embarrassment creeping down Liam's neck and spreading 
onto his bare chest. Although he'd love to teasingly interrogate as to what, precisely, Liam thinks "this" IS, he 


intentionally assumes a scowl, lips and brows drawing into hard parallel lines. 


In a low, menacing growl, Noel offers generously: "I'm letting YOU try that again" He rolls hips to grind himself 
against Liam, heavy pressure punctuating threatening question. "What..did you.SAY?" 


Torn between flesh and spirit, Liam can't decide if it would give greater gratification to flip Noel onto the floor 
(and maybe kick him in the slats for good measure) or to sing this song Noel's wicked way. "| said." he 
considers, then caves with a soft sigh ".please take your watch off! 


Noel had felt Liam's tension coiling beneath him like that of an unruly horse preparing to buck but then 


relaxing into surly submission under firm hand and confident command without need of spur or whip. This 


beast WANTS to be mastered. "All right." he rolls off and releases Liam ".but everything ELSE is coming off, 


too. 


Liam raises no objection as Noel simultaneously strips to the waist and kicks off sneakers (but entertains urge 
to shove Noel from the bed while his face is briefly covered by shirt) before slipping under the covers to 
stretch out beside his brother. Wriggling lasciviously out of lower garments, Noel pushes pants and briefs out 


of the bed with a foot, then tugs off socks with his toes and nudges them out, too. That's everything, except.. 
"The watch." Liam reminds him. 


Noel laughs lightly, unstrapping the leather band. "You KNOW | can keep time in my head.unlike SOME" He flicks 
the watch at Liam, who tucks it out of sight under a pillow. 


"What d'you need to time, anyway?" Liam asks diffidently, feeling strangely shy to have Noel naked in bed with 


him. 


"You seemed so certain that you can outlast me." Noel takes his own cock in one hand and tents up the sheet 


with the other so Liam can peer under to observe his example. "Let's see about that." 


Liam IS keen to resume what he'd been about before such rude interruption, but even as he wraps eager 


fingers around his thickened prick he can't help but quibble. "That's not FAIR, though.” 


"Why?" Noel inquires, watching Liam's eyes roving the spectacle of him touching himself. "Because you had a 
head start?" He's always enjoyed an audience, and this especially intimate one is more thrilling than a whole 


front row of bobbling birds. "How close were you when | came in? Want to watch me catch up?" 


Liam doesn't want to give Noel the answer to either of those last questions ("Not very" and "Oh, yeah"). "It's 
just kind of a crooked game." He's unable to stop squeezing and stroking, but manages to awkwardly debate "| 
mean, we could just, y'know, NOT." he trails off, beginning to blush afresh. 


Much as Noel hates to concede (and loves to watch his brother squirm), he has to admit Liam's got a point. If 
they were to keep up like THIS, it could last all day. Well, he knows JUST how to remedy the situation and make 
it a worthy contest.even if the odds for ANY game of skill with Liam ARE always stacked in HIS favor. 


"How ‘bout this.." Noel suggests, letting go of his dick and transferring his own hand to take hold of Liam's, 
pulling it gently but firmly over to mold fingers into position his had recently held. 


Liam flinches at intial contact, but allows Noel's direction. Once Noel's sure Liam grasps the concept, he pats 


his brother's hand patrorizingly before releasing it so he can reach back over and fondle Liam's rampant rod. 


"THIS way, we can be sure nobody's slacking on purpose." Noel recalls from last lesson Liam likes it harder, and 
offers tougher torque that might hurt HM but which elicits gratifying groan of obvious ecstasy. He 
remembers the splendid sensation of stroking himself slickly with his brother's freshly-spent seed, the 


thought of what luscious lube it might make, and proposes prize. 


"If you can make me come first, I'll let you fuck me." Noel knows its not bloody likely, since Liam lacks the 
adaptability and curiosity..curiosity.hmmmm. He's now imagining how it might feel, and the idea's far more 
arousing than Liam's clumsy clutch. 


Liam's learned Noel won't say anything he doesn't mean, but nonetheles blurts "REALLY?" and increases 
intensity of grip. 


"Easy." Noel hisses, and Liam's grasp lets up, but god damn it, still too much rough friction. Can't the twat do 
ANYthing right? 


Looking into Liam's eyes, Noel promises: "Really." 


Sincere, solemn avowal nearly sends Liam over the edge then and there, and he begins imagining the most 
unsexy things possible while Noel's excellent touch continues to thrill. Old nuns.REALLY old nuns..Stacy's mom.. 


Noel wonders what it'll be like to feel penetrated, and begins imagining the sexiest things possible to make up 
for Liam's lack Catholic schoolgirls.priests banging nuns.."Stacy's Mom". 


Liam's doing his best, but can tell it's not what Noel wants. Its so hard to concentrate on pleasing his 
bigheaded brother while he's under such stirring stimulation. He's never wanted to win any contest so bad, but 


Noel's so good..so good.. 


"GOD!" explodes from Liam's lips as he helplessly begins to climax, spurting onto his brother's hand and onto 


the sheets beneath them. 
"You BITCH!" Noel gasps, furious with thwarted desire. He rubs himself with Liam's ejaculate and climbs atop 
his weakened, quivering brother. "I'm going to take you like one." He reaches beneath to be sure he's aiming 


correctly, feels the tight little entrance and plunges. 


"Look at me while I'm fucking youl” Noel commands, and Liam's gaze focuses to convey utter submission, 
mouth opening to wail a long, perfectly sustained E flat. 


Noel harmonizes, glorying in the magnificence of singing the same note..for once. 


